186                          A GLORIOUS BAG.

bolting, but never realised the awful horror of
such a catastrophe. The moments seemed like
hours.

We brought the elephant back and found the
tiger, or rather tigress, in her last gasps. Her-
bert's final shot had gone through her mouth ,to
her brain. How we all congratulated eacfy other
on* our escape ! Now the danger was past, we felt
it was well worth unfiergoing for the excitement.
We had encountered all the dangers of tiger-
shooting to-day: a man mauled, a charging
tiger, and a bolting elephant. We quickly
hoisted the dead tiger on the elephant and made
for camp.

It was a glorious bag, and one rarely exceeded;
three tigers and a panther. As we rode ba^ck in
the dark, the hill was lit up by a mass of flame,

and the sky all aglow with the lurid glare*   We

tf

had surely destroyed a stronghold, and were de-
lighted with our day's, work, the more so when
we learned that these identical tigers had killed
no fewer than twelve men during the last rains.